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blue, the tawny mountains looking wondrous. I dined besides at the merchant's, at Mr. Thomas's, a merchant living two or three miles out on the Monrealo road—a married man. The day before I sailed I met there Mr. Page of Ch. Oh. I called on the German who had passed and come out to me when I lay in the cabin on the road under Castel Juan. My conveyance in which 1 had come to Palermo came from Palermo. All this time I knew my friends in England were in a state of anxiety, but I had no means of communicating with them. My 'private diary J for 1,833 gives many daily details.
I left Gennaro at Palermo ; he was to go back to Naples to his wife and family. Since, I have heard he is in Lord Oarrington's family in England. He was, humanly speaking, the preserver of ray lifo, I think. What I should have done without him I cannot think. He nursed me as a child. An English servant never could do what he did. He had once been deranged, and was easily overset by liquor. I found him BO at Palermo, though he denied it. He once or twice left me u whole clay, or a long while.
When wo parted, I fancy I gave him about IOL over and above his wages and a character written. Before I had given him anything, ho began to spell for something; but what ho thought of wan an old bluo cloak of mine, which I had had Kiueo 1823 ; a little thing for him to set his services at—at tho flamo time a great thing for mo to give, for I had an affection for it. It had nursed mo all through my illness ; had ever boon put on my bed, put on me when I rose to have my bed made, it<\ I had nearly lost it at Corfu—-it was stolen by a soldier, but recovered. I have it still. I have brought it up horo to Littletuoro, and on some cold nights 1 have had it ou my bo<l. I have so few things to sympathise with me that I takt to cloaks.—[March 25, 1840.1
[April 24, 1874.—I wonder 1 have not mentioned how I simply lost iny memory as to how I came to be ill and in bed, iiud how strangely, by little and little, iirHt one fact came back to nw, then another, till at length I realised my journey and my illnoBS ia continuity.]
[Littlrmore: Jl/mr.k 2f>, 1840.] The thought keeps pressing ou mo while* I write thin, what am I writing it for? F< r ntysoif I may look at it once or twice in my lifo, and what sympathy in there in my looking at it 1 ... Who will care to bo told Kuch details an I have put down above 1 Shall I ever liavo iu my old age spiritual children who will take an interest ?t|   |       ( , JH%*J 1|, *\V, **|  |i,i  ii   |       '|i|"'ft|a|i  l||!m   |ttt> ^HJ.U.* «
